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child, my little one, my only one, you will? You will be with me,
watch with me, let me hold you, just this one single night? I'm
not a bad woman! Say I'm not, child! It's . . . it's . . . it's this
Love that's burning my life up!"
The clock selected this particular moment to begin striking
nine, the hour when John was to- be at the gate! She had done
nothing towards putting her day-dress and her night-dress into
that black bag she had told him about The intrusion of Lily at
that juncture had left her barely time to get dressed at all.
She had to struggle now with a definite anger against this
frantic creature; but her sturdy East-Anglian nature stood her
in good stead and she fought that feeling down. She saw in her
mind's eye the drooping forehead, the lowered eyelids of the
nun-like Crummie. She saw Sam Dekker's white geraniums; and
she murmured to herself again: "The poor heart! The poor
heart!"
"Get up, dear! Get up!" she now cried aloud in a voice not
untender but resolute and emphatic. As she spoke, she herself
struggled out of the chair. Standing erect now she felt in more
control of the situation; and she took hold of Miss Drew's hands
and managed to drag her up from her knees. She was startled as
she did this by the burning feverishness in the woman's fingers.
But when she got her safe on her feet the agitated lady fell into
a fit of, violent shivering as if, in the fever of her emotion, she
had been plunged into ice-cold water.
But she resumed her old place by the empty grate; though
Mary could see the thin black arm that she extended along the
mantelpiece was trembling so much that it made a couple of
ornaments that stood there jingle and tinkle against each other.
Miss Drew glanced sideways now at the ticking dock, as if she
could have struck out its life with one blow and left it pointing
at ten minutes past nine in an eternal paralysis!
"Well," she whispered huskily, "why don't you go up and
pack your things, if ... that man ... is waiting for you?"
Mary walked slowly to the window. She was once more in an
anguish of indecision. The tragedy of passion often consists in
the depths of harsh unlovableness into which it throws its vic-
tims. Miss Drew, by the tone in which she said, "Go up ... that